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blind man came back and knelt in front of us.
With the same agonized air he began to clap his
hands in time to the beating of the tambourine,
singing love-songs with a dramatic fervour that
masked the lack of inspiration.
Night had fallen on the garden. I could not see
the faces of my neighbours, but I could hear them
now ; with the darkness they had found their
tongues, it seemed. Suddenly the blind man
stopped singing ; the Maharaja had made a move.
He exchanged farewells and garlands of roses with
the officer who was going away. Personally, I was
already garlanded ; two strings of carnations hung
round my neck. Someone handed me a basket of
jasmine.
At the bottom of the garden the car awaited us,
banked up with roses and orange-blossoms; we
might have been returning from a Carnival of
Flowers.
NIGHT
Through the warm darkness, in a cloud of
flowers, we sped towards Pathan. It was a firework
display given by a worthy Mahometan to celebrate
his son's wedding that brought us back to the old
Rajput city, which we had already visited in the
morning. At the city gate policemen in khaki
shirts and shorts started to run in front of our head-
lights, clearing our way across the crowd which,
like a cornfield flattened by the wind, bowed to the
royal progress.
An aged Mahometan was waiting for us on the
doorstep of his modest home, trembling with grati-
tude that his lord had deigned to visit it. After
kissing the Maharaja's knees he drew himself up